THE SCENE IS CHANGED

stifled. New writers pressed forward to seize the stages
which had functioned with German thoroughness during
four years of war ; the organization was all ready for them,
and understanding audiences and critics were ready too.
There was no spirit of defeated chauvinism such as the Nazis
have since pictured and invoked. The people wanted to
hear what New Germany with its saddler head of the pro-
visional government had to say, and Europe wanted to hear
it too. Whatever political blunders had been or were to be
made, the feeling of that time was one of stubborn hope.
Nie Wieder Krieg, never again, was the watchword oftenest
heard passing from mouth to mouth ; and we who were
still in soldiers' uniforms echoed it as heartily as any German
civilian in his threadbare suit.
As a German-speaking officer I was bound to be assigned
some sort of special duty, and there was even talk of a regular
commission with field rank and years of prospective service
on the Rhine.   Luckily at this moment a temporary post
came along, and made the authorities forget about the
matter.   I was to be appointed commandant of Elsenborn
Camp near Aix-la-Chapelle, a bleak place, 2000 feet up,
which had been the concentration point for the original
invasion of Belgium.   The divisional general added that I
could sleep in LudendorfFs bed, some disarmed German
officers in charge of stores would join me at meals, the hotel
up there was said to have a good cellar, and one could shoot
small deer in the forests but I must take an armed bodyguard
if I went out with the keepers.   I thanked him and went
into his staff office, where a bargain was made that this
command should carry with it short leave at my own reason-
so